BACK  TO   THE   BOYS
" Jayshus !    Of what ?" the Citizen inquired.
" There was a cattle-dealer here one night with five
hundred pounds on him, and he went down there and
got lost for a week, and when Moriarty with two other
detectives went to find him, they went into all the
houses and were pulling the bedclothes off all the
whores and the artists in the beds. Moriarty told me
he got the fright of his life. He had to straighten up
suddenly and stand to attention. He had just pulled
the bedclothes off a High Court judge. And now,
gentlemen, don't you think it's about time we were
getting home ?"
Weary put his stained fingers in his left waistcoat-
pocket and extracted a few sixpences and some
coppers which he carefully counted, for it was his
round. He paid up for it conscientiously, and we
started for home. They were all coming my way
except Weary.
While Barney was detaching himself from the
counter, the Citizen stood up. His dancing eyes
regarded me, while his beautiful mouth was hardly
touched by his slow enigmatical smile. A com-
panionable hour with him was impossible, not to
mention a continuous or even coherent conversation.
He appeared to think in flashes from some deep,
uncommunicable life. He had a way of shooting out
a word as if it contained a significant message or
revealed to you some secret with which he held you
to be concerned in some mysterious way of which he
had a quizzical knowledge. It had the effect of
implying guilt to you past, present or to come.
The Citizen regarded me with his riddling eyes and
said: "Piano Mary."